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Summary:
Andrew Graves may or may not definitely have a porn / masturbation addiction that manifested during his time in quarantine. Now that he's a free man and on a long bus ride to somewhere far far away his previous habits and urges are catching up with him.

Notes:
(See the end of the work for notes.)

Work Text:
Everyone copes with being forcibly quarantined and virtually starved to death due to unknown parasite infestations differently. It's just one of those things that no two people seemingly handle the same way. Or ... At least as far as Andrew Graves could tell.
While it seemed to make Ashley become hyper dependent on her brother and only source of human contact, it seemed to make their neighbor turn to demon worship, and for Andrew? Well... He was ashamed to admit that all this free time left him with other hobbies.
The phrase "idle hands are the devil's workshop" came to mind.
All this time virtually spent alone, trapped inside and bored out of his mind- even he must admit- gave him a bit of a masturbation addiction.
And it wasn't really causing much of an issue!!.. so far!! He figured he was coping with the stress of his situation as best as he could. In reality he truly didn't expect that he and his sister would ever make it out of their apartment complex alive.. and with the starvation and the lack of energy or enthusiasm he started to accept that fate.
He figured he might as well masturbate his days away. At least it helped pass the time and then he could sleep instead of worry about finding food or arguing with the wardens.

And he also had to admit that over time he had grown more bold in his exploratory habits.. occasionally jacking off in front of the open patio door after he knew his sister had gone to bed, or snooping through his sister's dirty underwear that he swore had "gotten lost in the washer".
He could somewhat come to terms with the true levels of his own depravity but figured he would never need to fully unpack it. Surely in a couple months he would be dead and no one would ever have to know about his problem. (Or if they did, he would be too dead to care).
And really what stuck up prick cared about the sick perverted habits of some doomed 20 something? He was just Coping, or so he would reason to himself.

And that's why their escape from the apartment complex created a bit of a wrinkle in his plan.

While he was content to die of starvation with his dick in his hand, it seemed his baby sister had a will to live. Fair enough. He wouldn't pass up the opportunity to escape this shithole. Presumably it was better than death... But only presumably.

Yeah, with all they had done they would need to be on the run for a very long time. But freedom was freedom, he couldn't deny.

They took all the money that they could find and decided on a bus ticket to the furthest location they could afford. That would be a good start.
With their backpacks packed with all they could carry with them they abandoned their old life and took off into the unknown.
The first unknown, however, was a day long bus ride.

They sat together at first, but over time separated to nap or otherwise read or scroll through their phones in silence.
Really it wasn't too terribly different to life in the apartment.. only there were strangers surrounding them at all times.
Whatever, it wouldn't be forever, they just had to tough it through this trip and maybe a few more and then they'd be golden. In some no-name town in the middle of nowhere where they'd feel safe from the law.

Funny, though, how the human body begins to react to routines.
That is to say that a couple hours into the trip, Andrew was feeling a very familiar feeling in his pants.
"God.. why now?" He pleaded silently. God made no effort to respond as usual.
He checked his phone. Their next rest stop wasn't for hours.
He sat scolding himself internally
"Why did I have to be such a fucking horny bastard for so long? Couldn't I have just practiced a little self control? God I hope it's not too obvious.."
He squirmed around uncomfortably but tried to look natural. No one seemed to notice.
He couldn't help but feel a sort of rush though ... Being so worked up in public.
He knew he had a bit of a exhibitionism kink. He knew he liked the adrenaline rush he got from risky situations, or thinking he might get caught. No wonder he had gotten worked up. Being surrounded by strangers had been only a fantasy weeks ago- now it was an inescapable reality.
"Great so now I've ruined myself for being in public. Way to go, Andrew. I may as well be some hormonal teenage boy who can't glance at a pair of tits without popping a boner"
He folded his arms up and hunched a bit, trying to use his baggy shirt to cover his shame.

His phone buzzed.

It was Ashley.
"U doing ok? U look like ur having period cramps"

He rolled his eyes and texted back.

"Well I'm not. I'm just bored."

"Want me 2 come sit w u?"

"No"

She replied with an eyeroll emoji and their text conversation stopped.
He turned his body, trying not to look suspicious as he scrolled through his phone.
He instinctively began to go to his favorite porn site. (Checking of course that his volume was at 0% repeatedly).
"Why am I doing this to myself?" The proverbial angel on his shoulder asked, Immediately followed by the proverbial devil responding "why not? Who's gonna know? Besides it'll be fun"

He scrolled through with a straight face. Trying to of course make it look like he were reading a news article or playing solitaire. Nobody would be any wiser so long as they didn't sit down next to him and happen to glance over. Still he liked the thrill of it. Knowing he was getting so worked up and nobody knew.. he wondered how far he could push it.
His heart pounded thinking about cumming in front of everyone all while they were blissfully unaware. It got him even harder than before.
He wanted to do it. Besides he was pretty sure he couldn't wait until their next rest area to take care of himself.. his body demanded action *now*.

He positioned his backpack to sit somewhat in front of him. From where he was sitting he reasoned that no one would see anything. He moved his phone down to his crotch to make it look like he was just scrolling but instead he gripped at himself over his pants.
It sent heavenly hot throbs of pleasure through his whole body. He hadn't been this turned on in quite a while, as fucked up as it was.

His eyes scanned the room continuously, making sure no one looked over at him for too long as he continued to rhythmically squeeze and rub over his pants.
The only one who glanced at him the most was Ashley. He occasionally had to meet her gaze and shoot her back and sort of acknowledging half-smile so she would turn her attention back to her window and not suspect anything.

He couldn't believe he was really doing this. It was so wrong but it felt so good that he just couldn't pull his hand away. He closed his eyes briefly imagining it was someone else's touch. In particular he imagined his sister coming over and jerking him off in front of everyone. He edged himself to the idea, starting to squirm more and rub faster and harder. The soft sound of his pants fabric beginning to be more audible to the surrounding strangers. It sounded lewd. His face blushed red upon hearing it but he couldn't stop himself.

His phone buzzed again

"R u sure ur ok? U look like ur gonna be sick."

He held his breath and responded to the text

"I'm ok"

Ashley looked at his response before getting up and deciding to come sit next to him.
Exactly what he didn't want.
He tried to straighten himself up and look natural but it only made him look more suspicious.
Of course his sister would be the one to know his suspicious behaviors, she had lived with him her entire life.
It didn't take long for her to figure it out.
Her eyes widened as she glanced at his pants and she giggled as quietly as she could, whispering, "Andy really? Right now?"

His face became beet red and he looked away from her
"Shut up" he whispered.

She dropped her voice as much as she could. Barely speaking above a murmur so that only the two of them could hear.
"You're seriously jerking off in your pants in public?!"

"I-I couldn't help it!" He argued quietly yet frantically "you dont understand, I literally couldn't control it, I.. I think I have an addiction or something, I don't know, I just.. ugh!"

She grinned devilishly.
"Ohh this is so rich, Andrew. A masturbation addiction? Quarantine really fucked you up. How cute"

"Just.. fuck .. I can't believe I'm asking you to do this but.. will you just sit in front of me and make sure no one's watching?"

"You want me to help you commit an act of public indecency, Andrew?"

He wanted to die. Maybe starving to death WAS the better alternative to this. But he was desperate now and on the edge of orgasm, his brain was frantic for release and it was urgent.

"Yes yes whatever just sit here and look natural'

She didn't argue, taking on the task with great enjoyment infact. She was just pleased to know that her brother was as fucked in the head as she was. And any blackmail fuel is good enough for Ashley to use at a later date should she need a favor herself.

Andrew waited until he was sure she wasnt watching before returning to petting himself over his clothes. He throbbed visibly into his own hand as his strokes became faster and more urgent again. Ashley could clearly hear him masturbating himself while she practically sat in his lap to keep him hidden. On occasion she could even feel his hand accidentally graze her shorts as he stroked himself, though she knew it had to have been an accident...... (Right?)

Her brothers breathing got more erratic, more pleasured and breathy. He wouldn't last long now. She could identify that sound anywhere. It's not like she was deaf, she had heard Andrew trying to keep his dirty little secret from her. Often she masturbated to the sound of him. For as fucked up as Andrew thought he was, he was almost always in for a shock to find out how much worse his sister was.
She slid her ass back further to sit more directly on him. She could feel how hard he was and thanked her lucky stars that she didn't wear her arousal the same way her brother did (or else she would be in a similar predicament).

Andrew had no time to protest her grinding her ass against him, he only tipped his head forward into her back to try to stifle his moans as he started to cum in his underwear.
He gasped softly for air, bucking his hips into his hand as he came. The sweet smell of his sister filled his nose. He was in heaven, cumming like this all over himself in the middle of a busy bus like the sick pervert he was. He was shocked at just how much came out of him. Ashley could feel the throbs herself, as well as his hot breath down her neck. His hand rested on the wet patch on his black jeans and his sister could only try to hide her laughter. He really hadn't thought this through. Stupid boys only think with their dicks, after all.

"Fuck" he murmured "do you uh.. have any spare shirts or jackets I can use to um... Cover up?"

"You're so needy, Andrew. But yes. You can tie my jacket around your waist."

She dug through her things, handing him a jacket and letting him put it over himself to cover his shame. The patrons on the bus seemed a little put off, but the two assumed that no one really knew what was happening.

"I owe you, Ashley" Andrew sighed into her ear in relief.

"Yeah I know.. you're gonna get me off at the next rest stop" she answered back in a tone that seemed too genuine for Andrew's liking.
He swallowed hard and nodded.

"Good boy" she teased before kissing his forehead and returning to her seat.
And on they went to their new destination.